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may chance to fall upon antelope and elk. Luck
going with them, the evening closes with a
feast. Others hunt for rattle-snakes, and kill
them; also for stray coyotes and wolves, many
of which, driven mad by hunger, infest the
neighbourhood of a camp. I saw a huge grey
wolf shot within two yards of a waggon, which
had been lifted from the wheels and set on the
ground, and in which lay a sleeping child. When
supper is done, the oxen, having had their mouth-
ful of bunch-grass, are driven for safety into the
corral of waggons; otherwise the morning light
would haply find them miles away in an Indian
camp. A song, a story, perhaps a dance, winds up
the weary' day. In warm weather, train folks
sleep in the waggons, to escape the rattle-snakes
and wolves. When the snow is deep in the gulley,
when the wind comes sweeping down the ice, a
waggon on wheels is too cold for a bed, and the
train-men prefer a blanket on the ground, with a
whisky-bottle for a pillow. Long before dawn
they are up and about; yoking the cattle, hitch-
ing up the waggons, swallowing their morning
meal. Sunrise finds them plodding on the road.

Sometimes   the   owner   travels with his train;
not often; for the boss can manage these unruly,